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DON QUIXOTE. 



ACT I. 

SCENE.— ^ Spanish Village, with a distant view of the Sierra 
Morena by tnoonlight—the extensive Farm-house of Rovedo b 
occupies R. A large Balcony or Gallery overhangs the €W- 
trance door, and communicates with Qciteria's chamber, the 
door of which, in a projecting wing at the extremity of tJie 
building, faces the audience— a conduit, or fountain, running 
into a large stone trough, joins this part of house, with a stone 
horsc'bloch attached, 

INTRODUCTION. 

Enter Camacho at the back, l. 

Cam, All nature sleeps, the moon 

Makes night a silver noon — 
Come, friends, with dulcet air 
We'll lullaby the fair. 

[Retires beckoning — and returns with Serenaders, who 
range opposite the house, accompanying themselves 
on Spanish guitars. 

Cam, Sf Ser. Soil slumber, build thy nest 

This night in beauty's breast ; 
And nought of harm betide 
Camacho's lovely bride I 
Be her's the sleep of flowers, 
In Eden's tranquil bowers ; 
And dreams, without alloy. 
Of endless love and joy I 

[Satne oj the Serenaders hang garlands to the bakony, 
during which Quiteria enters from her chamber. 
Qui. Thanks, all— would you impart 

Sweet comfort to my heart, 

Oh ! tune your votive lays 

To pity, not to praise I [ Going, 

Carn, Nay, hear me, I implore— 

Qui, Importune me no more — 

Cam. This faithful breast shall prove 

Thy komo of peace and love. 
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Qui. Alas I Hwill never prove 

My home of peace and love. [Exit. 

Camm Oh ^ gentlo God of joy, 

Dispel each dark annoy ; 

And all that*s bright betide 

Mv fair, my lovely bride I 
Ser* Oh I gentle God of joy, 

Dispel each dark annoy ; 

And all that*8 bright betide 

Camacho's lovely bride I 

JEnter Sancho Panza, b. at the bach 

San* A truce to this squalling — at midnight its highly improper. 
Unless to fulfil the old proverb of *' No song, no supper," 
And e'en ii it be, sure ** enough is as good as a feast,^ 
And '* too much of a thing profits neither a man nor 
a beast." 
Cam. How now, intruder ! 

Ser. Hence, away I 

San. Excuse me— 

Cam. Tremble, and obey L 

San, 'Tis you should tremble I ^ 

Cam. Saucy knave I 

San. And cry for quarter — 

Ser. Base-born slave ! 

San. There's one at hand will make ye rue. 

And quickly " give the devil his due/ 
Cam. A vagrant rogue— 

Ser. A drunken sot. 

The bastinado be his lot. 
[They handle Sancho roughly, and attempt to drive him 
o^_DoN QoixoTE appears at the hack— advances 
in a menacing attitude, a. — Sancho crouches behind 
him. 
Quix. Peace !— I command ye. 
Cam. §• Ser. Who art thou ? 

Quix. The friend of the oppressed, whoso vow 

To fight and die for honour's boon — 
Is registered beyond the moon I 
Cam, Begone — nor dare with envious spleen 

To mar the sleep of beauty's queen. 
Quix. Forbid it heaven ! In beauty's cause 
1 brave all dangers, feuds, and wars. 
Lo ! here I boldly take the field, 
At once her champion, and her shield i 
And he who dares one step advance, 
Shall groan beneath my conquering lance. 
[Takes a position in front of the house — Sancho still 
behind him. 
Cam. Braggart ! take back thy vaunt— or die — 

(Draws his sword.) 
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Set. Forbetrl 

San. Sir Knight, beseech thee fly, 

<«'Tis better late than never.** 
Quia. Hence I 

Ser, Assistance — oh I 

Cam, To your defence— 

Quix. By Du1cinea*s love I swear 

Don Quixote of la Mancha ne*er 

Will yield, till beauty's queen be free 

From her enchanted jeopardy. 

[Camacho is with difficulty restrained from attaching 
Quixote — Serenaders interfere^SAVCHO Panza in 
great terror, Rovbdos and Domestics enter from 
the housep and range a. 

Cam, ^ Quiz, Lay on— no more delay— 
Ser, jf Dom, Put up your swords, we pray. 
San, Death, murder, and dismay I I 

Jtov, What means this dire affray? 

Peace all— my words obey. 
[Passes between Quixote and Camacho. Music con* 
tinues during the following dialogue, 

Rov» Hold! I charge ye— by your allegiance to our so* 
vereign lord the king — and by your duty to my daughter 
Quiteria« the acknowledged queen of beauty in our happy 
village. 

Quix, Whose redoubtable champion I am proud to be. 

Cam, Braggart! (endeavouring to strike him,) 

Quix, Foul enchanter ! I d^fy thee ! ' {menacinglg.) 

ttov. Go to — is this demeanor for a marriage vigil ?— I will 
have none on't. 

San, (^Aside,) So, so, a charge well settled — '* short reckon- 
ings make long friends." 

Rov, Senor Camacho, my son-in-law, that is to be, I 
charge thee by thy love to my daughter, put up thy sword^ 
and thou sir Knight errant, in knightly courtesy to the bride, 
sheathe thine — and ask what thou wouldst have ? 

Quix, But this— •to free the queen of beauty from her pre- 
sent trammels — and crave the rights of hospitality, for my- 
self and squire, within this castle gate. 

Rov, Ha, ha, ha — ^faith! 'tis well said, and thou shalt 
have thy will — at dawn, Quiteria frees herself — she quits her 
parent cage, and flies away to be a happy wife ; in honour of 
the bridal, my poor castle here, throws wide its little portal to 
all comers — in, in, and share its welcome. 

San. Excellent, master: *' it is better to be last at a feast, 
than first at a £ray." 
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Jtov. Come, son-in-law, conduct our gAefet {^^hawing Oama- 
CHO towards Quixote.) 

Cam. 'Tis well — some other time petchanee, sir Knight— 
(^touching his sword, which he has sheathed,) 

Quix. Aha ! wizard ! (raising his lance,) 

Ro9, Go to — no more of this ; bat in, and taste our si^le 
hospitality, for which the dull night air has doubtless 
sharpened every palate ; the fare is poor, but ye are welcome. 

San. *'The proof of the pudding is in the eating,*' and 
*' huager is excellent sauce." 

Sboqbvxxa. 
CaiuLi Quix.p San* Bav. «Md Chorus. 

The rights of hospitality. 

Let noae refiise I 
The rights of hospitality. 

Let none abase I 
There's a charm that spreads HIm Imaiblest board 

With richer, daintier fiire, 
Than luzuiy can e*er afford 

To feast on or to share : 
'Tis genial hospitality 

That calms all strife ^ 
Kind-hearted hospitality, 

That sweetens life! 

-The rights of hospitalt^ 

Are Heaven's behest 1 
The charm of hoq>itaiity 

Glads host and guest! 
'Tis the zest that welcome can impart, ' 

To every crust it gives ; 
Tis the relish of a gratefel heart 

For all that it receives. 
AH haU to hospitality ! 

In cot or dome I 
Long live sweet hoq>itality 

In every home I [jEtMmt mio kouu* 



Elder Basilitts, l. at the back. 

Bos. At length aH is still-^tued echo sleeps, «iid th« gentle 
west forgets to murmur— alas 1 to think that my heart must 
become a deputy zephyr to supply the world with sighs— to 
think that poverty, v^hich, as a man is bom without pockets, 
is a natural defect, should be denounced as a sin— ^and that 
wealth, which is a sort of mildew that covers our blemidies, 
should be canonized as a virtue— yet so it is>; CaoMu^ tiie 
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I, it going to ncoive £be laost lovdy bride in the proTiaoe, 
— and Basilius the poor, who has grown up beside her from 
ehildhoody and was in love with her long before he could i^ll 
the word, is turned adrift from her old father's long welcome 
door, and left to pine away in the moonlight, Kke a thief on a 
gibbet. Oh I my poor heart ! — ^alas ! for my suffering 
Quiteria. 

BALLAD. 

• 

Sweet were those hours of infancy. 

When csrelessly we played 
Beneath the spreading chesnut tree. 

And o'er the flowery glade : 
When like two buds, together twin'd. 

In mutual strength we grew — 
Exchanged the odours of the mind. 

And caught each other^s hue. 

Sweet were the hours, when side by side 

We strolled, in riper years ; 
And felt a more than mortal pride 

In mingling smiles and tears : 
And now, shall adverse fate revoke. 

Or loose affection's tie ? 
Ah I no — the branches of the oak 

Are severed but to die. [Gotnui, L 

Re-enter Quitbeia on the balcony. 

Out. Sure 'twas his voice— Basilius ! 

Baa. Quiteria ! Yes, 'tia she— my li£e— -my hopey that^haa 
been — 

Q«t. And should be still — 

Bos, In vain I Hope is a jilt— her anchor but a fish*hook 
to angle for mortal gudgeons— * her bait, a fly with dazzling 
wings. 

Qui. Fie I Basiiius — were I indeed a fly, a moth, or any 
thing with wings, ere this, I should have flown to thee. 

Bas. Excellent girl! I thought that poor BaaiHus was 
forgotten — I feared my rival's gold had tainted thee, as the 
loadstone, touching steel, imparts its quality. 

Qtti. Thou art my loadstone — thy bosom my home— if 
not, at least, my tomb. 

Bas. Prythee talk not so gravdy-— I carry no churchyard 
. in my doublet^ but if thou wilt rear a gipsey's tent on the 
poor barren spot, it shall go hard but I find some high way, 
or bye way, to lead thee to it « 

Qui. Alas ! I fear escape fr !n this place is impos8ible-»»iny 
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father's chamber joins mine, Camacho is already here and 
many of his friends. 

Ba9» Mother wit assist me— yeS) I have it— the ladder 
from yonder granary— adieu, dearest, for a moment. (Going,) 
Yet— dare 1 believe— am I not too sanguine ? say ? 

DUETTINO. 

Bos* Canst thou forogo thy plenteous home, 

For poverty and me ? 
Qui. With thee to dwell, with thee to roam, 

My wealth, my joy, shall be. 

Both, Then 1 ye faithful stars look down. 

Propitious in your sway ; 
Protect us from each adverse frown. 
And guide us on our way. 
[Exeunt Quitbria into her chamber, Basilius r. at the 
back. The moon has passed awaj/f and the stage 
becomes dark. Re-enter Quixote jiomthehoase^ 
JhUowed by Sancho, with a lamp, 

Quix, I will go forthi and emulate the watchful stars ! 

San, Beseech your worship, return to your chamber, and 
by the aid of sleep digest your plentiful supper — ^remember the 
proverb, *• early to bed, and early to rise." 

Qaix. No more ! Get thee to bed, while I keep watch and 
ward against the sorcery that besets this ancient castle, and 
enthrals the queen of beauty ! 

San, Good your reverence, the proverb says, ** tell the 
truth, and shame the devil ;" and to speak the truth, I dis- 
cover no sorcery, and no castle, but a plain wholesome farm- 
house ; mine host an honest cultivator, with abundant good 
cheer— his daughter, a buxom wench, the pride of the village 
and her bridegroom a— — 

Quix, A devilish enchanter ! 

San, Rich enough to enchant any woman's heart, though 
according to the proverb — ** it is not all gold that glitters." 

Quix, Peace ! thou art a fool. 

San, Granted — ** it takes a wise man to make a fool," — 
that is — a real sufficient fool. 

Quix, Hush ! babbler, hearken to the flying dragons that 
flap their wings around us, scenting the midnight air with 
sulphur — danger is at hand. 

San, Mercy on us ! I smell no brimstone, and as for dra- 
gons, good your worship, as the proverb says, " seeing is 
believing," 

* Quix, Base born sceptic ! would'st thou see that which is 
invisible? 
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San. Truly, as the old saw has it—" I would see as far 
over a milestone, as other folk see through it." 

Quix. Be comforted, my poor fellow, it is impossihle for 
thee to descry the dragons soaring in the air, as it is for thee 
to comprehend the magical delusions here helow, since per- 
adventure, thou art thyself enchanted and sophisticate. 

San. I enchanted ! the proverh says 

Qtitx. I say, get thee to bed, and sleep through thy dan- 
ger. I command. 

San. I obey — yet will I ** look before I leap.** 

FINALE. 

[Sancho examines the place uith his Jamp^ passing up the 
right siSe of the Stage, and returning dotvn the left. — 
QuixoTB remaining in the centre of the front. Rt" 
enter Basilius with a ladder, when Sancho has 
pashed to L.-^places the ladder against the halccny 
— QuxTEuiA re-enters. 

Bos, Through the silent gloom of night, 

Safe and sure will be our flij^ht. 
Qui. Hush I strangers are at hand — 

Bos. Ne'er heed ; 

Caution and courage must succeed. 
Quix. Heard you those sounds ? 

San, The tuneful snore 

Of some old crannam— nothing more. 
Quix. Fool I 'tis the fiends aloft, agree 

To make their midnight prey of thee! 
San. His worship's dreaming— that is clear, 

For noiurht I see, and nought I hear. 
Qui. Contending throbs of joy and smart. 

Of hope and fear, unnerve my heart. 
B<u. A truce to qualms, in time of need. 

Courage and caution must succeed. 

[Basilius urges Quiteria to descend tJie ladder^ which 
he mounts to assist her. QtrixoTS appears in a 
reverie. Sancho searching round, approaches the 
ladder. Basilius blows out his lamp: the stage 
becomes dark. 

San. HuUoa! my light — 

Qatar. Some grifBn's breath 

Hath quenched it. , 
SaUm Misery and death 1 

(Jails on his knees, in terror.) 
Das. Now venture down— the path is free — 

Qtftor. I will defend thee— rise and flee! 

San. 1 go— the proverb suitsiroy mind, ^ 

In danger's hour, << safe bind, safe find." 
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[QoixoTB pttti himtelj in a posture of definee. Sancho 
rises, andaroping his way towards the house, stumbieis ^ 
affainst the ladder, Basilius takes a flower pot 
from the balcony and breaks it on hie head, 

San. Murder IJ 

Qui, Ascend, or all is lost ; 

Bas, Was ever stratagem so crossed. 

San- Who's he — such sturdy knocks applies ? 

Quvt* Some iiery dragon in disguise. 

Qui. O I love, exert thy genial sway. 

And drive each doubt and fear away. 
Bas. True love shall conquer all dismay. 

And safely pilot us away (mounts into the balcony.) 
Quix, Speed thee from danger ; hence, away 1 

And leave to me the deadly fray I 
San. *' He that fights and runs away. 

May live to fight another day." 

[Sancso sneaks into the house. Qnixors attacks the 
ladder, which Basiliub and Quitsria draw up 
ifUo the balcony. 

Bas. and Qui. Victory ! victory » 

Love is triumphant, and ours is the prize. 
Quix. Victory I victory! 

Vdour's triamphant— the dire monster flies I 

[Flourishes his lance, and falls on his knee in front of 
the house, during the following 

Aia. 

Quiw. Maid of Toboso I peerless Dulcinea ! 

Whose charms outshine the poef s bright idea— 
Whose virtue shames primeral paradise. 
To thee my heart's triumphant poeans rise I 
Grateful I yield upon my bended knee, 
The vantage of the field, inspired by thee. 
And once again for thy dear sake, I swear 
To live and die, the champion of the &ir I 

Bas and Qui. Sure 'tis some trick— some plot absurd^ 

And counterplot must be the word. 
Bas, Lend me thy veil — awhile be gone, 

And leave the Knight to me alone. 
Both, Ha, ha, ha, ha, the boasting sot 

Shall be the victim of our plot. 

[Babiltus puts on Quiteria's veil, and feigns to be a 
woman. Quitebia retires. 



Bas, (Imitating the voice of a woman,) Sir Knight I 
Quix. Who calls ? 

Bas. ^ If thou'rt a friend. 

O J Hst to me— 
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Quix. Both ears 1 lend. 

RoMANCB.— Basiliub (imitcUing the voice of a woman,) 

Alas I a thousand secret woes 

Eclipse my youthful hour ; 
Pluck from my cheek its beauteous rose. 

And blight my heartsease flower. 
O I might this virgin lip unfold, 

Or trust my tale of grief, 
'Twould sure inspire some champion bold 

To strike for my relief. {coquetHng,y 

Quiz, Lady, I swear by all I prize— 

By Dulcinea's lips and eyes — 
Nay, more than this, I swear to thee 
By thme own vestal modesty, 
Never thy secret to reveal — 
Bas, (in feigned voice) Enough, Sir Knight, the contract seal. 
Quix, On my good sword the vow's impressed : 

{draws his sword and kisses it) 
Bas. Nay, here's my hand— 

Quiz. A holier test« 

On that fair book, I'll make my gage. 
And fly to kiss the virgin page. 
\Mounts the horse block, which enables him to reach 
Basilius's hand, Quiteria rc'-appears. 
Qui, The stratagem goes bravely on, 

And liberty will soon be won I 

[They form nooses of the garlands suspended to the 
balcony. 

Bas, (in feigned voice,) Here is my hand — 
Quix, (Kisses it,) Behold, I swear ! 

[Quite aiA throws the nooses over him,^Bk9iLivs laying 
aside the veil, makes hin^fast to the balcony. 

Qui, ff Bas. Ha, ha, ha, ha I 
Quix, A demon snare 1 

[Basiltus lowers the ladder and descends a few steps^ 
assisting Quiterta. Re-enter Sancho in his nights 
cap, with a lamp, 

San, Master of mine ! 

Bas, Peace knave, I desire. 

[Reaching from the ladder, takes o^Sancbo's night-cap 
and drops it on the lamp as an extinguisher, the cap 
catches fire, 

Quix. Come to the rescue ! 

San. (Bawling.) Fire ! fire I fire ! 1 

Bas. Fire can alone be extinguished by water ! 

[Letgisfrom the ladder and hurls Sancho into the water 
trough. 
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San. Robbery * sacrilege I murder I slaughter 1 

[QuiTBRiA descends the ladder^ assisted by BisiLius* 

Q^u Love bids roe venture, and thus I obey ; 

Qtiix. Lord of the castle, come, rescue me, pray I 

Bas. Moments are flying, no longer delay — 

San. Host of the farm-house, assistance we pray 1 

[Camacho, Rovedos, Serenaders and Domestics^ in 
their night clothes, enter with lights* 

Ser, 4* Dom, Mischief is doing, lead on, wo obey ; 
Jiov» Where is my daughter ? Stay, traitor, stay ! 

Qui, Mercy ! kind heaven, let mercy have sway — 

AIL Treason and treachery, death and dismay. 

QuiTBRiA is arrested by Rovedos. Camacho strug-* 
gling with BksiLiuSf falls — the domestics interfere, 
Sancho flounders in the water-trough, Quixote 
flourishes his lance with his left hand. Tableau, 



BMD or ACT I. 
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ACT II. 

SCENE I.— The large common room in the Farm-house. A wide 
door at the backt opening (a the exterior ; a door at b. b. 
hading to. Quite aia's chamber. 

Enter Rovbdos with Qoitbbia. 

Rov. In, rebellious girl ; repent thy treachery and disobe- 
dience. 

Qui. Hear me, my father, for the last time, I implore you— 

Rov. I have no ears for thee ; anger has closed their 
channels. 

Qui. I will weep a passage through them, even to thy heart ; 
in pity change thy stern resolution ; put off this odious mar- 
riage ! 

Rov. Not an hour, an instant ; at sunrise, the rich Cama- 
cho claims thee» and— 

Qui. And my poor Basilius ! 

Rov. Shall feel, by poverty made doubly bitter, the punish- 
ment for injuring a friend like me, and changing to an enemy, 
the patron thy wealthy husband might have proved. 

Qui. Oh I my father, spare him— spare my childhood's 
playmate*— my youth's companion — whatever be my doom, I 
pray thee still to be Basilius' friend— for my sake— pardon 
—pity — [KneeU. 

BALLAD. 

Calm those frowning looks, my father. 

Anger ne'er was made for thee, 
Tears have shown me thou would'st rather, 

Pain thyself than punish me. 
On the land, or on tne water, 

Wheresoe'er my course I bend, 
I am still thy faithful daughter^ 

Thou my fondest, kindest friend. 

Oh I how frequent, dear my father. 

Thou hast led thy child at morn, 
Briar and hawthorn-bud to gather, 

Hcr's the blossom, thine the thorn. j 
True to lessons thou hast taught her. 

Be her lot for many a year, 
Still to prove thy grateful daughter, 

W in thy smile, and dry thy tear. 
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Rov, No more ! his fate depends on thy contrition— away ! 
the holy saints grant a husband's rights may sway thee more 
happily than a weak father s fondness. lExit through door. 

Qui* Rouse thee, Quiteria, and prove thy truth to Basil!- 
us, by self-sacrifice for his welfare. O ! love, unbind thy 
fetters from around my hearti and give it liberty tQ struggle, 
perhaps to bfeak. 

SONG. 

Ah ! why do we love ? 
'Tis a spell — a bewildering snare — 

And wherever we rove, 
It surrounds us with danger and care. 

Ah ! why do we love ? 

All bright it appears — 
A fixed star in the heavenly chart ! 

But, soon fading in tears, 
'Tis the will o' the wisp of the heart. 

Ah ! why do we love ? 

Unconscious, w^e sip 
From a goblet, deceiving as gay ; 

That still purples the lip, 
When the zest of the wine dies away. 

Ah I why do we love ? 

[Exit, tide door. 

finter Joan, Pipaato, and Fm^niSt through the centre door* 

ML Ha, ha, ha— make way for the redoubtable knight 
errant. 

Juan. Make way for the victorious Don Quixote de la 
Mancha, and his flowery trophies. 

Ped. Pish ! the victor wears a laurel wreath— the May- day 
fool a garland. 

AIL Ha, ha, ha ! 

Juan, Go to, friends ! it is the Don's humourous spirit. 

Ped. It is the spirit of our host's wine cups ; a drunken 
vigil of the bridal. 

Juan. Let us humour his vagary. 

ML Agreed ! agreed ! 

TRIUMPH SCENE.] 

[The doors are throton open. Quixote enters twined 
with garlands^and the btack veilofQmTERiA thrown 
over him by Basiuds ; he is escorted by Serenaders, 
Domestics, &c. 



Chorus. Hail to the cha^pioii 1 

Of man the proud victor, of yff^ifH f he slaTe I 

Grateful we offen 
Homage to valour, and love to the brave 1 

ITkey how obse^^^^ round him. 

Quix. Sweet Dulcinea, for thv sake, 

And all thy sisters fiur. 
Henceforth, where'er my oourse I U^ke, 
Thb sable scarf I wear t 

[PuU on the vsU as a scarf. 

Chp. Hail to the champipn 1 

"^ "' Of man the proud victor, of woman t]ie slave t 

Grateful we offer, 
Homage to valour, and love to the brave t 

[Quixote goes off pomjfmtslp^ t. 

Sancuo, without. 

There's a cunning old proverb, well known in each ^tu^eiy 
** The pitcher may go once too oft to the water .^ 
Qhq. Another vile toper, let mirth take Its round I 

SamchOj ei^Urtnff ai the door, dripping wet. 

San *' He that's born to be hanged will never be drowned*** 

[2^^^ revile him, and he wringing his handherdkitf$ceq»9 
|*c., sprinkles them vfUh water. 

Chobus. 

Thou savvey, little, hurly burly« tipsy, coward slave ! 
Thou taunting, vaunting, namby pamby, noisy, naughty kn|;ivf ! 
I^rice holy must the water be, thy thirsty lip to slake, 
A^d thrice immortal, he who gave» a duck to sacfa a drake I 

SCENE IL-^-The skirts qf the ViUage, at sunrise. 

Snter Babiliub, e. 

Bas. Where shall I fly? into what mouse hole shall I 
thmst myself? mider what mole-hill hide my mountain 
pf mitfortune ? Hide, pshaw t misfortune ia a weed that 
vegetates in the shade, and withers in the sunshine ; courage, 
courage, I will back to the village — I will make one desperate 
effort to regain Quiteria — ^if t ML, it will be my last ; if I 
prosper, success will compensate despair. After all, life is 
but a game of chance ; the best wine ^bath its l»^ and a 
summer sky ia rarely without a cloud. 

a 
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Song. * 

Life is an April day. 
That is chequered by sunshine and cloud ; 

Though our path be all rosy and gay, 
Some evil is sure to enshroud 

The golden ray 
That gladdens the pilgrim's way. 

Hope is a phantom ideal, 

Too soon it flies ; 
And we own with sighs 

Disappointment, alas> is real ! 

Life is an April day, &c. [Exit &• 

Enter Lopez and peasants, l. 

AU. On to the bridal. 

Lop. Quicks neighbours, quick ; the sun is up, and wears 
hts brightest holiday dress in honor of the bride. The Sierra 
Morena has not looked upon so glorious a festival for many a 
day> as the marriage of Camacho the rich, and Quiteria the 
fair-^on, neighbours, on — 

All, To the bridal, to the bridal. \_Exeunt9 R. 

SCENE in. — The Stage represents an extensive bower, formed 
by paim trees, or pillars twined with garlands, through which 
the surrounding panorama is seen ; wreaths offlowers, attached 
to these various supporters, are suspended across the centre in 
festoons ; a triump/tal arch of flowers at the back, forming an 
entrance to the bower from the valley below ; the village with 
its gothic Church, and neighbouring vineyards m the mid 
distance ; the Sierra Morena bounds the prospect. Near the 
front, B. a canopy of white and rose coloured silk, the tastejul 
draperies of which are closed; at the back, on either side^ 
tables sumptuously spread. Groups of peasants discovered in 
various costumes dancing and carousing ; t/ie scene presents an 
animated tableau of costly festivity and rural er^oyment, 

FINALE. 
Bolero and Chobus, 

Welcome to these gay bowers, 

Ye sportive throng ! 
Merrily pass the hours 

With dance and song. 

[Sancho advances through the dance, with a wine flask iri 
each pocket, a capon on a fork, and a basin of oUa 
podrtda, 

SoNO.^ Sancho. 

" No longer pipe, no longer dance,** 
May suit very well the good people of France t 
But for dancing and jigging I care not a button^ 
And never cut capers except with my mutton. 
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Then as for your piping^the (ask I decline. 
Unless I may play upon pipes full of wine ! 
With fish, flesh, and fowl, and a flask of good sherry, 
I obey a wise proverb, *' eat, drink, and bo merry I " 

Bolero and Chobds (besumbd). 

Welcome to these gay bowers. 

Ye BDortive throng ! 
Merrily pass the hours 
With dance and song. 

[I%e bridal procession enters at the back, numerous 
friends of Camacho in rich [habits, Qoixotb, Ro- 
YEDOs, and Camacho. ' QViteria, attended by 

'^ numerous Mdesmaids, the dancers Join the pro^ 
cession, 

Beidal Chorus. 

Hail ! to the beauteous fair, 

Camacho's bride ! 
Hail ! to the happy pair. 

Our boast and pride! 

[ The procession passes round the stage, and Qoitebia 
seats herself on the right hatul, Quixote takes a 
cup of wine, and, assembling the men around him, 
pledges the bride. 

Quix, Bring hero a bowl of glory tinted wine. 

Bright as the spheres, and pure as life divine ! 
And, as the mighty paladins of yore 
Were wont to pledge the fair, so will we pour 
A stream of song to mingle with the tide. 
In fit libation to the matchless bride ! 

« 

Anacreontic Song and Chorus. 

When Bacchus invented the bowl. 
Like Apclles, the painter, he stole 
From each work of creation. 
Its best fascination. 
To mix in one perfect whole ! 
He stole 
For his bowl, 
The beam of the star, and the swell of the sea. 
The bloom of the rose, and the sweets of the bee. 
And, when mingled together, with rapture he eried, 
** Mortal man, drink deep of the tide ! " 

Diana beheld from her moon. 
The mellifluous goblet, and soon 
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All Us tirtae exacted* 
, lu sweetness extracted. 
To blend in a holier boon ! 
She stole 
trom the bowl, 
The b^uab oi the cheek, the bright flash of the eye, 
The zest of the lip, and the balm of the siGrh, 
"Which, bestowing on woman, enraptured she cried, 
" Mortal man, love and cherish year bride I " 

[A general shout. Soft Music is heard at a distance. 

The Vicar of the village, preceded hy the censor* 

bearers f the golden cross^ choristers^ canons of the 

4hurchf 8fe, enter through the arciiway, and advance 

towdrds the canopy, the curtains of which being 

drawn aside^ discover an altar on an elevated plat* 

form, ascended by steps, with an altar:piece, lighted 

^ tapers, &c. each kneels before the altar as they ad' 

," vanee to range (m either side of it^ the vicar pros* 

' ^ trates himseffon the steps. 

Hymn. 

Breathe the song of pnuse and prayer. 

To bounteous hearen above. 
Invoking, for the nuptial pair, 

Long years of peace and love ! 

QoiTBRiA is led to the altar by Rovedos^ Quixots coii- 
ducts Camacho ; the marriage ceremony commences* 

SoNO.— Basilius, without. 

I quit my pillow. 
Beneath* the billow. 

The mournful wiUow tree, 
To view these bowers. 
Whose blooming flowers, 

Alas ! bloom not for me. 

2"',". He enti&s, his hair dishevelled, his c^ess disordered, a 

ofpress wreath on his head, a uillow branch in his 
hand, and his whole appearance wild and insane. 

Sweet flowers I ye are fresh, ye are fair to behold. 
But your glories, like mine, are all numbered and told* 
When dead and withered. 
Let them be gathered 

Upon my grave and me I 
Beneath the willow, 
The mournful willow. 
The weeping willow tree. 

Cam. Who's he, that Mould disturb our joy? 

Qui. Basilius ! {Running to him.) 

H&v. Hence, imprudent boy I 
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Chorus, Beffone, intrad^K quickly i^ee ! 

Quiz* What means this moarnnil mystery ? 

Qui, & Bas, O ! list, sir Knight— for many a year 

Wo two have loved with hearts sincere- 
Cam. Perfidious traitor ! (Separating them,) 
Qui. Stay, oh stay ! 
Mov, A father's word should have some Sway. 

[Draws her awat/Jrom Basiuus. 
Quiz, A parent's will is Nature's law, 

And all must yield. 
Bas, Behold ! I draw 

This deadly weapon in despair! {draws.) 
Chorus, Oh! monstrous deed ; l^t all beware*— 

Bas, Yes, yes, I draw thiii murderous 'dart. 

To plunge it in my broken heart ! 

[Pierces the sword through his breast and falls ;^ Qui- 
TBRIA faints in Qqixotk's arms; Sancho raises 
Basilius, and the Vicab consoles him. 

All, Oh I misery without relief! 

Fate's dark decree turns joy to grief I 

Bas, (gradually growing more faint) 

Hear me, great Heaven 1 thv pardon, I Implore ; 
Grant me, kind friends, this humble bodn— no more. 
Bv many a sacred vow my heart is tied— 
On ! that keen pang — to yon devoted bride 
Let me redeem those vows, ere life shall cease, 
Let me but call her mine, and die in peace. 

Quix,Sf Cho, A virtuous prayer— no true heart c^n deny 
Compassion to the wretched, doomed to die ! 

Qui 8f San, Oh 1 grant the prayer — ^let no true heart deny 
Compassion to tne wretched, dooiOed to die ! 

Cam. 4r Rov, We grant the prayer — true hclirts can ne'er deny 
Compassion to the wretched, doomed to die ! 

[QuiTERiA is led bjf Quixote towards Basilius, Rot £- 
DOS following Camacho remains sullenly ; tJie Vicae 
advances^ and the Priests and Guests are groined 
around. 

Sestet and Chobus. 

Qui, All hearts relenting* 

Thine anxious prayer allow ; 
An^ Heaven consenting, 
Thu9« I redeem my vow ! * 

[Gives her hiand to BjLiiLivs, 
Boa, 0,joy! contenting 

My dearest hopes below ! 

Our hearts cementing, 

Thus, 1 redeem my vow ! [Kisses her hand. 



All vtroaga preventlog, 

And misery, and woo, 
Sad hearts contcntinjj, 

Thui, I fulfil my TOW I 
No more resenling, 

While yet life's cmberaglow. 
Bash youth, repenting, 

To HeBven prefer thy vow I 
No lip dissentinar. 

No frown on any brow, 
Kind itura lelenting^. 

Shall <aacred make your vowl 
All wrongs repenling, 

Let tears of pity Bow ; 
While all, coDBentiDn^, 

Call Heaven to bleai your tow! 
May joy beyond all mortal ken. 
Reward the dying vow. Aucn 1 

[The ViCAB joint the hands of QurrEBiA and BAtlLlnl, 
and givet the benediction ; Babilidb rUet, tuppoTled 
bg Sancbo, and embraces Qditehia. 

Quilerta mine ' be praised ye smiling' ikles I 

All hearts content ? Away, delusion and disguitc I 

\_Drav)t the dagger out of hit doublet, which he givei to 
S&NCHO, together with a sheath .- a shout. 

!. A tiaitor, a cheat. 

Be my vennieance complete, 

Mv joy is supreme. 

With thee in my arms. 

Vain are threats and alarms. 

For Tengeance 1 cry, 

With rage I shall die. 
c. A battle unstained. 

And a prize nobly gained. 
' A trick without sin, 

*' Let those laugh who win." 
ruf. The wrong-ed shall be righted. 

And true love requited t 

[GTeat' confusion; the Priests retire to the sanctvary ; 
the Peasants, armed with stavta. range on thi side 
of QuiTEHiA and Basiliub, l. the Guests, drawing 
Aeir swords, range beside Camachooh(/ Rovedos, 
E. a conflict, the females rash belween them ; a 
ijenerol battle : Qoi\oTr., followed iy S ^ncuo, ijaini 
the centre, the parlies separate. 



Qiiix. (tpeah) Hold, all ! a truce— an amus 
command a general pacification ; for, by the lawi 
and honour, in love, aa in war, stratagems are all ~. - 

All. Viva ! (general ehout.) 

San. Bravo ! let us shake hands all round, and obey the 
wise old proverb, " forgive, and forget." 

Qui. Nay, good Sancho, we wilt exceed the proverb, and 
while we pray to be forgiven, truBt not to be forgotten. 



Transporting moment, joyous light, 

Our hes'ts forget their chill iliimay. 
Like dew-dropn frozen in the night 

Diaaolve and shine at break of day. 
The uoodliine clinging to the onk. 

Fall* by the self seme winter stroke, 
RevivcB in spring, more fre»h and free. 

And bloom) Co chcar the stricken tree. 



Long life and pleasure 
Each Kenerous heart requite ! 

Viva 1 Don Quixote, 
Lb Maacha'i famous Knight I 
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